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wise philosophy which, estimating its poor and
finite powers by the weighty and awful Idea of
Infinite Intelligence and Omnipotence, ceases to
search into the mysteries of its own being and of
the Divine economy, and bows with veiled eye and
simple submission to the will of the Universal
Father. . . . How vividly thy letter has brought
you all before me, in beautiful La Grange, and
how happy I should be to be able to look in upon
you, and to repeat my stroll up the banks of the
river, to the old church, the graveyard and its
white stones, overhung with the green forest!
How strange it is that the momentary glimpse of
a landscape, a smile, the tone of a word spoken
carelessly, a tree, the shadow of a cloud on the
hillside, should burn themselves like enamel upon
the mind, and live there ever after a part of our
conscious being!

TO THE SAME.

8th mo., 1848.

I should be heartily glad to visit Philadelphia,
to sit with cousin Ann, and discuss upon the great
problems of human life and destiny, and not upon
those high abstractions alone, but upon the house-
hold things, the simple, the tender, and the beauti-
ful of daily life, which

" Lie scattered at the feet of man like -flowers,"

and talk with thy mother about Luther, Melanch-
tlion, and Pope and Cardinal, and Fathers and
Councils. Speaking of these matters, does thee
read much of the Puseyisrn controversy which is
now going on ? The English Episcopal Church